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Ready for battle, he jumped into the arena like Yama, the Lord of
Death, reaching out for his victim.
A tremendous reception was accorded to the released communist
leader in Chintadripet in Madras city. Never before had I seen such
a huge gathering at a Communist Party rally. Our Balan spoke for
two hours at the rally. (We regarded comrade Baladandayutham
with friendship, affection, and a sense of ownership as "our Balan.")
It was not just another speech. Were I to describe the emotion that I
experienced at that time, I would say that Tilak and Bharati had
together taken the shape of a magnificent lion that roared in front of
us. As I stood in the crowd, listening to his words, I virtually lost
control of my senses because of my excitement. My mind was filled
with a feeling of elation. "Here is the man who shall be our leader!"
I thought. Balan, standing on the dais, looked to my eyes like
Bharati. And then he looked like Bhagat Singh! I was entranced.
With extraordinary simplicity and penetrating logic, Balan analyzed
the DMK and Annadurai, seeking to ove'rcome the hallucinations to
which the people had fallen prey. I marvelled at his skill and praised
him.
What captivated me more than the righteous anger and emotion
in Balan's address, was his nationalist frenzy and his passion for
truth. His discourse was not a mere negative approach of opposition
to the DMK. I could sense the emanation from his very soul of
support for the Congress, praise for Nehru and pride in our national
achievements. The thoughts and emotions that had for long swirled
in my mind and remained dammed now found a thrilling release
because of Balan's speech.
That very day I made my decision: I must again become a member
of the Communist Party and, along with Balan, engage myself in the
noble task [of serving the country]. How stupid of me to be scribbling
stories instead of battling against the terrible social disease of
the "Kazhagam culture!" Should I, a communist, stand aside from
my duties? Now, before me, is a great fighter ready to lay his axe on
the poison tree of the DMK and to bring it crashing down to the
ground. That I had failed for so long to play my part in the struggle
was a grievous error. It will be a crime if I continue to shy away
from my duty.
I felt deeply pained for having kept myself away from politics
for so long. I became once again a member of the Communist Party.